The Penſive M aid: 


OR, THE 


LOVER 


| Virgin 8 Complaint for the Loſs of 1 


8 
2 


* Sven Tax s Space Þ patiently did bear 5 
* Abſence of ber Love, as you ſhall bear : © 


ull Tydines came that be was. {lain. 
YT. = — more ſhall meet ee 85 


Hen Sol did caſt no Light. I ſtept unto her ſtrait, 


all darken'd over De 
And doleſome Time of Night | ee 
The Skies did cover; 


Dowa by a River's Side, 


none can relieve me. 
?Tis ſeven long Years and more 


where Ships were ſailin ſince my Lo 
There a fair Maid I ff pd, . — — I 
weeping and wailing, | yn broken-hearted. 


"To the Tune of, Through the cooll ſhady Woods, &e. \ 


Wien he his Death's-wound had, 
She anſwer*d me and ſaid, 


He T to return, 

it Lite was lent him, 25 
Which makes me ſigh TP mourn, 
Death doth prevent him: 
O that I could but hear 25 
ſiome Tidings from him, 
How it my Heart would chear, 


for all my Longing. 


+ r Man ſtrait ſhe ſpy'd 


ke one amazed, 
Which did a Token bang, 
whereon ſhe gazed : 


| Where is my Love quoth ſhe, | 


E: rm 1 not Jo” ui 
young Man he reply? 
pleaſe for to hear — ail 


\ Your Love and I did fight 


Under one Banner | 
Maintaining England; Right, 
purchaſing Honour, 


| He was a Seaman bold, 


of Courage valiant, 
Scorning to be controul'd / 
by any Gallant. 


Bat ia a dreadful Fight, 


where Guns did rattle, 
And-many a gallant Wight 
fell in the Battle. 
His fatal Deſtiny 
near was approaching, 
And ſummon'd him away 
by Death's Incroaching. 


and brains were broken, 


To me theſe Words he faid, 


deliver this Token 
To her that has my Heart, 
and is much dearer ; 
Wiſhing her for my flakes, 
ta love the Bearey 


without all 1 


Why have ye ſnatch'd away 


— 


When ſhe the Tidings 
ol his ſad Portion 6 


And by your Cruelty, 


ai tavicg ſpokertieſ Words, © 
he then declined, 2 
And in a Stream of Blood 
his Life reſigned, 
Leaving me full of Care, 
ſad News to bear it, 
His Death for to declare, 
as you now hear it. 


heard 3 


She like a Stock a rd, 


At length her Spirits came, 
by Grief enflamed; , 
And then with Floods of Tears 


_ ſhe thus exclaimed: 


O ye great Powersabove, 
which Life do lend us, 

And thou the God of Love, 

that did befriend us. 


my deareſt Searing, 


ſpoiled our Meeting? | 
Since that my Love 4% 
whom I did tender, | 
No Comfort I will take, 
but Liſe ſurrender. 
In ſome unwonted Path 
there will I wander, 8 
And prove more conſtant than 
E'er was Leander. | 
And ſo vain World farewell, 


and all thy Pleaſi "2 
, Since he is gone 3 2” 
my chieſalt Treaſure. 
In the Elixiam Shades, 2 
there will I hide me, 928 
Varil I find my Love, "© $27; 


whac'er betide ms, 


